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EDITOR'S NOTE 

I like having words by other people and being able to look at 
something I could never do because there are times when I have 
a sort of feeling that I can't explain and I need someone else to do 
it for me. You know, borrowed words, like how people go through 
life avoiding risks so they can arrive safely at their deaths because 
everyone wants to go to heaven but no one wants to die and how 
sometimes I wonder if men and women really suit each other; 
perhaps they should live next door and just visit now and then 
because reality is something you rise above and a true friend is 
someone who likes you even when you act like yourself. So never 
write a bad dream on a south wall because the sun will turn it into 
a pro"mise and never forget la spenanza e'p'ultima a morire. I give 
you this collection of art and words for when you have a sort of 
feeling and you can't explain it. 

Catherine Cigna 
Editor 
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Morning Prayer 
Annette PocUllek 

Child puts cold feet on floor 
makes instant coffee with tapwater 
finds a butt, smokes it down 
mama's sprawled on the bed still tired 
Child passes not looking 
stares in the bathroom mirror blind blinking 
our father who art in heaven 
someone's in her room he don't know 
can't find any cereal 
no milk anyway 
got an A on a paper she didn't see 
crumples it, makes a basket 
hallowed be thy name 
steps out the door from cold to cold 
if he was dead she'd look at him 
wipe his face with tender hands 
thy kingdom come 
kiss his innocence, wet guilt 
thy will be done 
Child looks up, dark dawn 
shakes his fist like Job 
afflictions like boils of the soul 
on earth as it is in heaven 
suffering saint of the street 



Advice to the Dying 
Phyllis Dreywood 

Do, don't think 

the kinks of the mind 

double bind 

damned 

if you do or don't 

I won't 

follow this course 

the source of madness 

badness, sadness 

within 

precious as tin are thoughts 

of deeds 

useless weeds 
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Neon Pabst 
Terry Burlon 

The city street vibrates with life. 
Its heartbeat can be heard long into the night. 
Shout of fear. 
Cry of hurt. 
Thunder of pain. 

A babe cries for his mother. 
She's been gone for more than a day. 
Gram is there,but the child does not see. 
Grandma has been gone for well over three. 

Father drinks his pain away, 
saving it for another day. 

The heartbeat gets stronger. 
The city streets thrive with pain. 

A young girl is enduring hers. 
He planted the seed and left her to cry. 
A son is born, no one to care. 

The city heat burns from within. 
The heart beat gets louder. 

A young man stands on a curb. 
His mind floating above the clouds. 
He will take the high life tonight. 
His tomorrow will never come. 

The heart EXPLODES. 

Wayne; I miss you more. 
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What Happened To My Sandwich? 
Melanie A. Crout 

Oh sure, tease me first 
with a withering bite 
The watering and waiting 
for movement, fills 
Makes me wonder 
whats to gain 
How can we be so superficial 

Go on, tease me with that 
withering bite ... 
see how the filling of 
the substance 
Is a taste one is familiar with 

When the bite has fallen 
and the substance is gone 
Lets make another one 
the tease leaves me in a gasp of air 
I crave the fulfillment 
and the rhythm, let it drop. 
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Currents 
Marie Klein 

I came to land's end in Jupiter, Florida simply because the truck 
I had thumbed a ride with let me off there. Jupiter wasn't on my 
itinerary, but being low on funds and too tired to scare up another 
ride, I decided to stay for a couple of days to see if I could make 
some quick money. The next day, I landed a job at the local marina, 
and there I worked most of that summer. Had I not felt a need to 

accomplish something lasting in my life, I'd probably still be there. 
Marina del Plata is not a glamorous place. It lies on a craggy spit 

of land just inside the south side of the harbor. Long rows of fishing 
boat slips flank either side. From Jupiter it looks like a South African 
shanty town, but up close it looks more like a sturdy if somewhat 
weathered summer camp. Most of the buildings have a pro
nounced lean to them from the constant wind blowing in off the 
ocean. 

Only a few pleasure boats ever docked there, and the only reason 
they came was to have their keels scraped, which is what I did for 
the marina. It's an arduous and unpleasant job. The boats were 
hoisted from the water by a crab-like overhead lift and set into 
drydock, where they patiently awaited my ministrations. A sixty foot 
boat required about two days of strenuous overhead scraping to 
remove all of the barnacles affixed to the bottom. It took the better 
part of another day to repaint the newly cleaned bottom with a 
special copper based paint that had some sort of anti-barnacle in
gredient in it. The smell was definitely anti-human at any rate. Still, 
the job did have its pleasant aspects. For one, no matter how far 
under the boat I was working, I had an excellent view of the har
bor, which sported dozens of sailboats and even a few old wooden 
schooners. Watching them sail in and out while I worked was an 
agreeable way to earn the daily bread. And, since del Plata was 
fairly isolated, no one complained much if I had the radio cranked 
up to full volume. 

On days that I had no boats to scrape (or no will to scrape) I wa 
allowed to take out one of the marina's sailboards, and this I 
especially liked. I'd sail out into the middle of the harbor, ride th 
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swells until my legs got tired, then furl the sail and lie on the board. 
Lazing in the sun this way, I sometimes fell asleep. I never had to 
worry about drifting out to sea though, because the current in the 
harbor would run me right back to del Plata's slips. 

For nightlife there were two choices: sail across to Jupiter for ex
citement, or hang out at The Bilge, which was the marina's private 
bar. Nobody patronized The Bilge much except for a few fishermen 
and marina regulars that seemed to come and go with the tides. 
Like the rest of the marina, the motif ran somewhere between 
treehouse and lighthouse. I kind of liked the place. The mood was 
friendly if your face was known, and draft beer was dirt cheap. There 
wasn't any jukebox, but the barkeep usually kept a marine radio 
going so everyone could hear the Coast Guard chasing down dope 
runners. If a smuggler was boarded, some of the fishermen would 
quietly slip out of The Bilge to do a little moonlight fishing for "square 
groupers". Nine times out of ten a doperunner dumped his cargo 
if the Coast Guard came snooping, and since marijuana floats, these 
"square groupers" usually came in with current and washed up on 
the marina's slips with the morning tide. It was a profitable little 
sideline business for many of The Bilge's regulars. 

As summer waned, my feet itched again for the road. The boating 
season was ending and my little scraping business was beginning 
to slack off. So, l settled my accounts and left suddenly one day 
before I could even begin to start thinking about wintering over. 
I left by the same road I'd arrived upon, and since all roads are con
nected, l can stand on one to this day and feel a faint undertow 
trying to pull me back whenever the tide comes in at del Plata. 
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To My Daughter 
James H. Hancock 

I'm writing because 
All this damned April day 
it has rained and continues to rain 
and because last night you 
unpredictable appeared 
in one of the many 
half-sexual dreams 
of middle-aged fatherhood; 
and rm writing today 
because surprised I 
was glad to see you 
in that dream 
and because today 
I love you 
even as I have yesterdays 
but with the small difference 
that today I am 
the happy man 
unafraid of Freud 
content to hear last fall's 
imaginary white-throat 
out there somewhere 
in this rain but 
singing for real 
your lovely face and name. 
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POEM WITHOUT END 
Jan Spier 

Life is more precious 
for it's brevity-
Force all the more ugly 
for it's popularity-
Art more wondrous 
for all it's delicacy. .. 

ON MY WAY TO WORK 
Carrie L. Foster 

cold morning 
driving on 
the highway 
look over 
to see 
a maniac 
crazy driver 
late for work 
window frosted 
little hole 
with 
mad face 
pasteJ to 
the window. 
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A 

Turning faces 

Sliding 
Glance 

R.J. Schmitz 

Of supposed friendship 

Turned at times 
To kiss your cheek 

No help to 
One who is so weak 

She smiles and says 
"It's cool friend" 

Bows and kisses 
In one unknowing sweep/believes 

Whats been done in passing 
Her eyes so quickly/just a blur 

Accused of my thoughtless lusting 
Her body one twisting sensuous thought 

A brief encounter 
can cause such a stir 
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Neighborhood 
Edwina G. Gittemeier 

Night screams 
as the watchman won't 
be moving to change guard. 

My shoulders get a massage 

A grey wolf 
peels a squirrel from the road 
whimpering for her hungry pups. 

Warm hands remake my thighs 

A wound is washed 
no bandage can heal 
on the seventh ward. 

Deep tingles shatter my spine 

There's a shadow in the yard 
as a knife blade 
penetrates my neighbors 

I lie here dead 
with satisfaction. 
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"Untitled" by Roberto Presciutti, 7½"x9½ '~ Photo 
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LEAVE HER ALONE 
Annette Pocwtek 

silent sketches in single color 
page flips, start again 
strokes anger in straight lines 
she sits in the corner 
too full to feel 
page flips, rips off 
reaches for a brighter crayon 
a flower for forgiveness 
uncurls on the carpet 
chances a look of uncertainty 
hands me an i love you i can see 
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The Incredible Climbing 
Errin Privitera 

The incredible climbing of those steep stairs 
Wandering aimlessly through dark forests 
A plateau of reigning sunshine, 
But only for a short while 
There are more and more of those awful stairs 
Will this ever end? ft could 
Yet it will not be allowed to. 

If 

Once again it is a forest, but it is different 
This time it is overgrown and filled with light 
A white, omnipresent flame that burns with understanding 
ft is there long, explaining the unexplainable 
Through the light a house stands still 
Old grayed paint peeling from the sides 
There are many windows, but they're fogged - all of them 
Wipe, wipe, wipe the fog is still present. 
Inside it is a man and woman, nodding their grayed heads 
As they sit in front of a fire, rocking in wooden chairs 

Ill 

A cold wetness runs down my body 
I push back my soaking hair 
Roll over and try to sleep again. 
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It's when the eve gets later 
and dawn slips tiredly over the black sheet, 
that the stars pull away, 
slowly, perhaps reluctantly, 
taking with them their shimmer 
to gaze upon, for the zillionth time, the space between 
dark and light. 
Beneath the stars comes the huge lumbering sun. 
Casting long shadows from pebbles and leaving 
darkness behind trees, eventually embracing them with 
warm light, and a dumb love. 

Ralph Waddell 
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THE PAINTER 
Amy Knorr 

Hands of bristles 
pulling thick paint 
around, down; 
Careful strokes. 
A sketch in her hand, 
colors, like breaths 
sweep the manilla canvas 
as her wrist shifts 
and the brush, a grass skirt 
does island dances. 
Suddenly her eyes 
twitching and sweating
Change. 
Black paint swallows the yellow 
Voodoo drums beat 
the brush jerks about the painting. 
Trees are consumed 
by globs of grey 
Blood-rain pours 
over smiling people. 
The slaughtered sun and sky 
vanish into black-smears. 
She drops the crimson brush, 
which falls exhausted to the floor. 
The reflection of her work 
in her disquieted eyes 
that examine 
what could have been 
a masterpiece. 
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Branches 
Catherine Cigna 

Nine years old knows nothin' 
except how fast big wheels go 
and how much time before 
mommy says it's too dark 
to do it anymore-
It takes at least twice. 
Gotta push at least once. Like how 

I use to know this girl 
who watchedalot while wedidalot 
she was terrified of heights, that's 
why, just the thought of climbing 
made her nose bleed-
1' m not kidding. 
I don't want you to laugh. Really, 

She would stand there 
playing with her fingers 
pulling, pressing, 
thigh muscles tightening 
from under faded avocado colored shorts
Wiping blood away. 
It was real weird. 

Old trees have new old old new 
soft branches sometimes 
don't know where they come from 
gotta know where they are you'll slip 
gotta know to avoid the soft things-
Where to step where not. 
Fun stuff can hurt gotta do it though. 
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She did it too fast and I called her name 
but no one heard 'cept me everybody was 
too busy thinking she wouldn't Twigs 
dug deep into that white flesh 
Hard things hide in violets-
It sounded terrible. 
Like a cracked knuckle. 

Mr. Barnaby use to talk to himself 
you kids take too many chances 
he use to rock without a chair 
I can't feel nothin' no more 
I use to play football ya know
His wife left after he couldn't. 
He has a son somewhere. It's 

about buying cigarettes from 
that store where no one knew you 
getting caught drinking with too many 
guys telling lies to explain the time -
Spinning the bottle in basements. 
Poking at pimples all afternoon. And 
about that friend three years 
of high school getting sick on Doritos 
finding out about lies a lot of Dads 
not loving moms anymore. How people 
disappear About forgetting a few names 
and the first time you said I love you 
and meant it but slowly learning the more 
it's said the less believed and you 
don't want to say it much someone heard it 
first-
I really wish hearts had windows. 
I really hate when they break. 
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Twenty years old knows nothin' 
except alot left to step in 
and a lot scattered everywhere 
and a lot of things coming and going 
like we're on some kind of clock-
I'm not kidding. 
l don't want you to laugh. 

You gotta doalot to seealot. 
It's about soft branches 

22 
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" Lovers At Night" by Florence Decurgez Steiner, S"x3'h'~ Mixed Media 
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paranoia 
Edwina Gittemeier 

i HID around the corner 
scared wa,t,ng 

Not until the walls where painted 
did i notice the floor 
i put on more clothes than 
i imagined to be necessary 
When i went out side 
the sidewalk swallowed me 
only then 
did i remember 
how to swim 

PROMISE 
Robert James Tillet 

The dark current 
tumbles 

from the hole 
in your face. 

A drooling-black 
waterfall 

over smooth, stone 
lips 

polished immaculate. 
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Her White Cardboard Walls 
Dana Waldheim 

I believe that I am real. 
I am accurately myself. 
I am a plastic doll; posed 
with eyes cut open to the dark 
on my smiling, shining face. 
Eyes that are blue and open and shut. 
Dear cobalt transplants. 
My hair is my brown angel-stuffing. 
I live in a white cardboard room. 
A flat roof and a door, 
there is a desk-

(the Blood Jet, the poetry) 
and a window peeking open at someone's 
road. 
What can be real to the plastic doll 
who just smiles and broods and smiles and 
boils, 
who should move about who should 
shift gears who should paint 
her white cardboard walls. 
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Time catches for me 
When I feel the emptiness gaining entry 
My eyes close slowly 
Failing to grasp your shadow 
As it passes by my window at night 
The snow is melting 
Drops of rain clinging to green shoots 
And emerging buds, hungry 
The sun shines some days 
And I feel it upon my face, gently 
As your memory fades 
A laugh escapes me 
I press my breath to the glass 
And my reflection distorts 
Giving me vision of your face dancing in the glare 
Blinking I turn and smile at the girl 
Lying upon my bed 
She beckons to me 
And I think of you for a moment 
Before pressing my lips to hers. 

Frank Scupaniak 
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"One Night Stand" by Anthony Vallone, 7¼"x7 ½'~ Photo 
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sound the toothpaste emitted when the water hit it, like a scream. 
"If toothpaste from outer space is water soluble then you would 

have to eat it for it to control you;' Fred reassured himself. Fred 
reassured himself even more by finding a waterpick. 

There was the pin on the lapel of the jacket which was lying in 
a crumpled heap on the floor. The pin said ':Just call me Bert". 
Checking the pockets of his pants he found an ID card. The body 
that he was in was labelled Bertrand ':Just call me Bert" 
Schnorgzein. That was the pin on the lapel of the jacket which was 
also in a crumpled heap on the floor. 

"It's almost like he was at a Shriner;s convention;· Fred thought. 
" Well, if this is some sort of weird dream, at least I know the rules 
now. My name is Bertrand ':Just call me Bert" Schnorgzein. At least 
now I have a grip on things", he thought. 

It seemed like an ordinary day, so Fred (Just call me Bert) went 
to pick up the bus. While waiting for the bus, a very odd thing 
happened. A twenty foot long stone obelisk with Mayan pictures 
and inscriptions fell from the sky and crushed the bus flat like a gnat. 
Out of the crowd came a Mayan Indian. He walked over to Fred 
and said "Ouatzekoatl".He touched the pillar and it disappeared. 
The bus was restored to normal. Fred thought that this was going 
to be a very extraordinary day. 

Looking around the bus he noticed a particularly strange adver
tising placard. "Eat toothpaste" is all it said. 

He found the address of the place where Just Call Me Bert worked 
on his employee ID card. Just Call Me Bert worked in an advertis
ing firm which designed ad campaigns for toys. Specifically toys that 
were marketed on the backs of cereal boxes. Children purchased 
these toys with cereal box tops. The project that Bert was working 
on was based upon the bicentennial of the Constitution. 

"It's a WHAT?" exclaimed Fred. 
"A nuclear incendiary device for home use;· said his boss, coolly. 
"Well what does that have to do with the Constitution?" 
"Look Bert, the Constitution guarantees the right to keep and bear 

arms, right? Now our founding fathers couldn't have known what 
weapons would eventually appear, right? I'm sure they would want 
only the finest in personal protection systems for their countrymen, 
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right? So that's what we're trying to sell here. A nuclear incendiary 
device for personal protection and private use, thus supporting the 
constitutional right to keep and bear nuclear arms:' 

"But for KIDS?" exclaimed Fred. 
"It's a tough world out there Bert. And they're going to find out 

sooner or later. Besides, a few too many nuclear mistakes is just what 
we need .. :· replied his boss, with an evil gleam in his eye. 

"What we need for what?" 
"Why just what we need to soften up these civilized primates 

for our plans of..:' 
The evil glint in his boss's eye had grown incredibly stronger. In 

fact, upon closer examination it appeared to be blue. Fred got as 
close to his boss as he dared and saw that the blue thing re
sembled something that he knew, something he couldn't quite place. 
Then it waved. And he knew. 

"Did you brush your teeth this morning?" asked his boss. 
"No. I own a waterpick:' 
"Y' oughta eat some toothpaste. It'll do wonders for your breath 

and other things:' 
"I'll bet;' Fred thought. 
His boss left and Fred relaxed. He sat down and stretched his spine. 

It felt so good and so relaxing that he hardly stopped to realized 
his Bert body was responding in ways his own body wouldn't have. 
Somewhere just below the spine the serpent Kundalini had just 
awoken. 

Fred yawned and took in a deep breath. With that, the serpent 
of immense power raced up his spine and straight into his skull,just 
like the hindu mystics have done for 40CX) years. Fred grabbed hold 
of the serpent's tail in a way he knew not, and was taken to the 
top of Kadath, the playground of the gods. There he danced and 
sang with the Elder gods who were faceless, least they drove him 
mad. He awoke in Bert's body and only two minutes had elapsed. 

"Time for lunch;' thought Fred. 
Fred took off from work early when he found that the corporate 

diet consisted of two items: spam and toothpaste. 
Fred walked home instead of riding the bus. Several buses 

passed him and they weren't nailed by obelisks. This didn't quell 
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his fears of mass transit, however. He started catching a chill, too. 
Fred sat around the house in his underwear watching 1V. He 

figured that the less he talked to people, the better of fhe would 
be. A model on the screen was extolling the virtues of gelatinous 
blue toothpaste. 

"Say goodbye to that dingy brown taste in your mouth;' she 
emoted. 

"I rather like the dingy brown taste in my mouth, thank you very 
much;' replied Fred. 

The model turned and faced Fred directly, not the camera. 
"Well, I guess that explains why you're sitting around here in your 

underwear, instead of with a girl;' she said icily. 
"I could get a girl if I wanted. The truth is: I don't want one:· 
"Do you expect me to buy that one? Look, I may be on .. :· 

CLICK! 
Fred went to the first singles bar he found, The Straw. Everyone 

inside carried a straw, but for the life of him Fred couldn't figure out 
why. He found a likely looking woman to get some answers. 

"Hello .. :· Fred started. 
"Didn't brush your teeth today, did you?" she interrupted. 
"Well my toothbrush .. .! mean I was out of toothpaste ... and then 

the earthquake hit .. .1 ran back inside to get the parakeet .. :· 
"Yeah, yeah. I've heard that one before. Listen that doesn't 

matter now. You DO straw, don't you?" she asked directly. 
"Yeah, sure I do;· lied Fred. He never had done coke before, but 

it wasn't that he didn't want to, it wasn't allowed. Here, wherever 
that is, it must be legal or it's usage wouldn't be so open. It must 
be part of the rules of this game. 

"You must've left your straw at home. Use mine:· 
She brought out a small hand mirror and dumped out a sm II 

mound of pure white crystals. Fred didn't know much ab ut 
cocaine, but he did know that this looked expensive. He put tlH ' 
straw in the pile and inhaled. Unfortunately, with a cold comlr 111 
on the powder only made it midway up his nose. 

·~m I doing this right?" he asked. "I don't want to wa t Y< 1111 

coke:' 
"It's not coke, dimwit. It's dehydrated toothpaste:' 

31 



AAAAAHCHOOOOO!! 
'Tm sorry;' he offered. "I don't do toothpaste:' 
The ensuing silence was deafening. The patrons of the bar all 

stared at him like he was disseminating knowledgefrom EF Hutton. 
The customers started murmuring softly. 

"Toothpaste. Toothpaste:' 
Slowly the chant rose in volume and pitch. Some people lit their 

Colgate pumps on fire and brandished them like torches. 
"Toothpaste. Toothpaste:' 
Fred ran back to the house. He pulled the covers over his head. 

He thought he could hear people climbing all over the house. 
"Toothpaste. Toothpaste:· 
Fred woke up, in his own bed, in his own clothes, in his ownbody. 
"What an awful dream;· he thought. 
He checked around his house. There were fezzes and ladies 

underwear everywhere. 
"Those Shriners sure know how to party;' he thought. 
In the bathroom he found a blue drawing on the mirror. It was 

a snake with wings. There was a word underneath it; "Ouatzekoatl". 
Fred tested it with is finger. It was made out of toothpaste. 
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FRIED CHICKEN AFTER MIDNIGHT 
Caiherine Cigna 

George got into his truck and threw his tool box into the back. 
The Moore's sink was clogged, the Johnson's toilet was over
flowing and the Patterson's faucet was leaking. Sometimes he 
wished he had a typical nine to five job. Things never ran on 
schedule in his house and he was real tired of being tired. Madaline 
had burned the toast again at breakfast and it went down like sand
paper. He took a Tumms once he looked at the four pieces of squared 
charcoal and politely explained that his stomach was upset. It's the 
fried chicken you insist on eating after midnight, she said flatly, 
washing the last of the dishes from the night before. You know that 
grease sits in there all night George. She had turned her cheek for 
his kiss and wished him a good day. Madaline had had her four
tieth birthday a week ago and George walked away with the taste 
of liquid makeup on his lips. 

Mrs. Moore was a very large but attractive woman. He 
remembered hearing the guy say she got herself tied because she 
was too vain to bust out of expensive labels. Her hair was always 
piled high on top of her head with a few strands hanging lightly 
on eyelashes that he wasn't sure were real. Madaline liked to talk 
a lot and loved to pass on stories even more than the guys. She said 
Mr. Moore had to dye his hair blackjust so he could keep up with 
the competition. I think she has sex just for her ego, Madaline had 
whispered, some people hate getting old. Mrs. Moore had a small 
mouth that never looked like it was freshly kissed and her lipstick 
was slightly above her upper lip outlining the separation of top and 
bottom and covering the creases. He wondered what she looked 
like when she woke up. Madaline wore blue eye patches and white 
mud. It was always on the pillow in the morning. 

George knocked on Mrs. Moore's door and she greeted him in 
a green bathrobe. 

"Hello Mrs. Moore. I'm here about the clogged sink:' 
She waved at the air. 

"Oh, Yes! I've just about had it with that thing! Please come in:· 
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George obeyed and she led the way him up to the bathroom. She 
pointed at the porcelain sink, filled with grey water and hair. 

"My husband insists on using a manual razor! I told him I'd buy 
him an electric but he said, Joan, I've been using this one for years. 
He just refuses to listenl I'm the one paying the bills, I'm the one 
cooking the food and all he does is clog my sinkl" 
George bent down to inspect the pipe. 

"Well, this shouldn't be too hard to fix:' 
Mrs. Moore shook her head and walked out. 

':Just get rid of the HAIR:' 
George took out a small plunger out of his box and the phone rang 
in the next room. 

"I told you not to call here!" she said in a loud whisper. 
"I mean it Harry, if Donald finds out things will never work out ... of 

course I do but you know I can't...because I have to make dinner .. .No 
I didn't say that ... What do you mean I must not want the job bad 
enough 7 ... Harry, I can't make the payments if .. .No, I meant ... Fine ... f'II 
see you then:· 
She hung up just as the drain gurgled in George's ear. 

" Uh, I think I found the problem:' he said pulling a large clump 
of red hair from the drain. She walked in, perspiration wetting her 
blonde strands on her cheek. 

"Oh ... good. What do we owe you?" 
"Service charge would be fine:' 

She handed him ten dollars too much from inside her robe. 
"Thank you very much. I hope you won't think me rude if I don't 

walk you out. I have many phone calls to make:' 
George shook his head and found his way to the front door again. 
Madaline always wondered how they afforded the house. / mean, 
what are they' paying department managers these days George? 
Maybe you ought to apply, was something she always said. 

Madaline talked about the Johnson's all the time. They had 
everything he could never give her. He supplied the whole town 
with everything from toothbrushes to cars. He drove a Mercedes 
himself and even on the hottest July day he wore three piece suits. 
Madaline always asked why he couldn't be that way, She had once 
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The plunger brought up a very mutilated dog toy and Joey 
opened the door. 

"Hey, that's greatl Guess we won't have to use the backyard any 
morel" he said laughing at his own joke. George wiped his own 
hands on his trousers and handed him a card. 

"Tell your parents to send the check here:· 
"Can you find your way out?" he asked. 
"Yeah, no problem:' 

George closed his box and heard Karen whisper to Joey. 
"You don't think he heard, do you?" 

George walked out to his truck and drove to the Patterson's. 
Living in a small town did have its advantages. At least half his wages 
didn't go towards filling up the tank but it amazed him how money 
and houses changed in just three blocks. Madaline never went 
into the Patterson's part of town, she even asked him not to work 
for them anymore. She had heard that their daughter had syphilis, 
twice, caught from the same boy that had beaten up Mr. 
Rubenstein for twenty dollars and a handful! of dimes. You never 
see that girl, she's in doctor's offices all the time, funny how they had 
money to bail that boy out of jail but they can't afford to clothe those 
children properly, she had exclaimed after coming home from the 
store yesterday. She had continued by saying that most women got 
themselves fixed after seven children, rather than com
plaining another was on the way. Mrs. Patterson was eight months 
along and Madaline didn't think she should have been forced to 
see her moled bell-button sticking out in the supermarket as she 
wiped the nose of the youngest child with her own sleeve. 

George pulled up to a lawn scattered with bikes and toys miss
ing some arms and eyes. A cross bred dog with a limp greeted him 
and smelled of dirt and sex. The mongrel followed him up to the 
door where a sign hung telling him to knock loudly. A child 
answered the door with the hand that was not in her mouth. 

"Hi mister, who are you?" 
George bent down to her level. 

'Tm the plumber. Is your mommy home?" 
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"Mmmm-hmmm, but she told me never let people in without her 
permisin':' 

"Well you tell mommy rm here and I'll wait:' 
She nodded, violently excited. 

"Mommmmmmiiiiiieeeee, some man is here to seeeee youuuuu!" 
George stood up and aback. Mrs. Patterson came to the door 
rubbing her eyes upon seeing George, blushed. 

"Oh! I must have fallen asleep. Come in:· 
She made way for George and waved him upstairs where he found 
a tub, stained brown. She rubbed her stomach and leaned against 
the wall. 

"The faucet has been leaking all week and we just can't afford 
the wasted water:' 
George nodded. 

"ft shouldn't be any problem. It probably just needs a washer:' 
Her and her daughter watched as he played with the metal and 
separated the pieces. Being a lover of the classical, the music 
coming from the floorboards was very noticeable to George. Strong 
notes through the walls. Maybe he'd ask her what kind of stereo 
they had before he left. He replaced the washer and wiped the tub 
the best he could. 

"l think that should do it:' He said getting off his knees. 
"Oh, rm so glad. My husband, he's not very good at these things 

and I was afraid he'd only make it worse:' 
He smiled. 

"It's people like him that keep people like me in business:· 
She handed him three small bills. 

"This is all l have right now. When my husband gets our check 
I can pay you the rest:' 

"This will take care of it fine:· 
George began to walk down the stairs and in the living room was 
the daughter Madaline knew so well, playing the cello, eyes closed. 

"That is a beautiful instrument:' he complimented. 
Mrs. Patterson smiled. 

"We are hoping to send Lisa to college to learn. She plays by ear 
and every day. She never goes out...she just plays and sleeps:' 

"She is quite a talent:' 
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"Thank you .. :' she said leaning against the door. 
" .. .I saw your wife in the supermarket yesterday, I called her name 

but I don't think she heard me. Tell her I said hello:' George 
nodded, slowly. 

"Have a good evening ma'am:' 
George drove home. 

He found Madaline cutting carrots in the kitchen, possibly 
unaware that he entered. He slipped his boots off to either side of 
the chair. 

"George, pleeeese put them out of the way. Tomorrow is 
Saturday and you know mother is visiting and you know you'll pro
bably forget and she'll probably break more than her ankle this 
time:'she reminded him without interrupting her cutting rhythm. 
George kicked them under. He did not marry this woman with eyes 
behind her head, they were supposed to be either side of her nose 
and he remembered them to be brown but he could not testify to 
it. He did not know this woman making dinner for him with a run 
in the back of her stocking. She used to make fantastic clothes, with 
little white embroidery on the cuffs, details are important George, 
people notice details. Five years into their life together he bought 
her the ring. She had complained of it's expense but talked with 
her hands with pride. She gained weight in ten more and he ran 
across it in the closet shoebox just last year. How badly Madaline 
had cried the last time they made love. Three children had been raised 
and she didn't understand the need any more. George leaned back 
in the chair and looked at her, not remembering her hair being so 
blonde when he- left. 

"Did you dye your hair Madaline?" 
"I just covered the grey dear, dinner is ready:' 

She set the pork chops on the table and he sat himself down. Both 
hands were necessary to cut, but he swallowed the meat with milk 
so it wouldn't scratch. 

"How was your day?" she asked. 
"Oh, okay ... did you know Mrs. Patterson's daughter .. :· 

Madaline interrupted him. 
"Speaking of Mrs. Patterson I I heard she walked out of the liquor 
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store already half inebriated last night! And Mrs. Moore .. :· 
"Madaline? Do you believe everything you hear? I mean, did you 

ever think maybe they have lives you don't know of?" 
Madaline scoffed. 

"Of course George! Honestly. .. but Trudy was telling me .. :· 
George looked beyond his wife like he'd done so many times before 
and moved the meat around on his plate until it was practically raw 
again. Madaline stood up abruptly and took his plate with her, said 
she was just too tired and did he mind if she went to bed early? 
After kissing her on the cheek he returned to his chair and turned 
the lV. on. He sat and sat and tried to think of too many things. 
Slowly he walked into the kitchen and took a plate of cold chicken 
out of the refrigerator that he'd bought the night before and greeted 
Johnny Carson with a smile. He knew he wouldn't be able to eat 
breakfast, but it tasted so good. 
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"Un Ramo de Flores a la luz de la luna " by Florence Decurgez Steiner 
5"x3 1/i'~ Mixed Media. 
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SCIENCE AND THE LAUGHABLE LIES 
Amy Kno" 

Ignore my written words, 
I am not responsible 
for your reading or my writing 
or for what they tell us-
These are mere chemical reactions 
in the brain, down the spine. 
My thoughts are not mine 
They are prisoners in my skull 
When I die, they and I 
will cease to exist, like the light 
that burns terminally from the bulb. 
Fallen clouds frost the land 
like lace, or roaming souls 
distracting me from reading 
the important newspaper. 
We' re put here to work in offices 
so we can vacation in Rome. 
And when we're old we'll choose 
the coffin we will rot in. 
For decades our bones and eyes decay 
in the cemetery, where the tombs 
resemble white chess pieces. 
I question the moon's existence 
Perhaps we're only looking 
at a section of snowy mountain 
through a circular hole, in the black paper. 
As for life in other galaxies, 
We're the only ones-
because we're special 
like the dinosaurs, as believable 
as tornados or water. 
So if you see a spectre, remember 
You have to be insane 
But then, you're not to blam.e 
for your thoughts-they're not yours, 
They're mere chemical reactions 
in your brain ... down your spine. 
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Images 
Melanie A. Crout 

Something's happening here 
there's a lot to be heard 
what is heard sometimes isn't 
what is said 
People are the epitome 
of what a human being is 
Intimidation is a factor 
that exist, carried 
Eyes are the words that 
prevail to the 
unspoken 

Tired of seeing 
when open 
rested with new images 
when closed 
a fixation of your presence 
will not let go 

ln,a cell 
my mind entertains me 
a contraption filled with thoughts 
situated above a wave of being 
ones destiny is never known 
though the destiny is what one is 
always wondering about 
ones destiny never truly comes. 

To totally bankrupt 
what is already known 
engaged in creating you 
the moment is given 
when made of, it's already gone 
to be had is one ... 
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It Was You Who Had To 
Phyllis Dreywood 

do it 

shoot the lame horse 

I'm the coward I couldn't 

it was the same when the de-viner 

uncovered the nest of mice inch long 

pink and blind to the mess that was their 

mother calling in cricket voices I kicked dirt 

over them shuddered and walked the furrow back to 

the harvester not even the rattle overpowering 

roar of the belt moving six tons an hour 

could quiet their squeaks I heard 

them in my sleep for days 

afterward doomed 

we were 
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DOUBLE STANDARD 
Harrilt Sussking Rosenblum 

"You like it under the trees in autumn 
Because everywhere is half dead" 

\!VS {The Motive For Metaphor) 

I think of how it might be to grow old-
to stand like a Martha Grahamn 
in her ninetieth year- - twirling 
her white legs in a dress rehearsal 
for a dance better than life. 

I sit here. the night darkening. 
thinking about photographers- -
or painters - Imogene Cunningham 
or Georgia O'Keefe. and the actresses. 
Maria Ouspenskaya. Dame Peggy Ashcroft 
and of course, Colette, 
and what it was of the world they shared. 

And it seems it was only a battle, 
a suspect rage that fed 
upon itself so long. it had no memory. 

Could I go dancing with a twenty-nine 
year old with this world assuming 
I must have burgled the jevvel of Harvard 
Would they stare at me. 
assuming I was very rich? 

Could I fly a kite at the Tidal Basin 
or run in downtown Hartford in little shorts? 
Could I, on the next spring night 
sit alongside you, up on a fence, 
breathing the grass cuttings. watching 
clouds pitch heavenward, knowing: 

The world leaves in stages: a small pause 
of late leavings that carries our words 
just far enough to sail into the wind. 
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A Matter of Balance 
Deborah Strassner 

I could not hear the words, 
But could make out the sound, 
I could see frantic shadows 
Webbed to the ground. 
I could see heads spinning 
Like plates on a stick 

(Hot wax on flesh; 
A slow-shrinking wick.) 

One reels, and falls 
With a bone china crash
There· s blood on the wall, 
And a hand clutching cash. 

A Semester of My Life 
Marlene Pfenninger 

Frightened to lose 
A Semester of my life 
Where have I been? 
It was a short time 
I was removed 
Set aside 
Alone 
Fragile 
Awake and asleep 
Frightened of thoughts forgotten 
And free 
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"Nude" by Megan Sanderson, 12 1h"xl9'~ Pastel 
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You 

Greatness 
R.J. Schmitz 

I ask myself why? 

Hey you there in the 
bars 

You, you there in the streets 
among the dangerously ignorant 

the false laughter 

You 
saying out of the side 

of your mouth your learning 
now at school! 

And you know! 

Liar, diletante and thief 
that you are a mother fucking 
brain picker 
Pretending, maybe, would be, 

Comradery 

Thief in the night of mis-used words, 
Slipped off the twin tongued 
brain of unutterable 
genius 

To slap the ones you 
say you love. 
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"Watching Time" by Roger Rouse, IS"x20': Pencil 
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Floorboard Wasteland 
Jason Fox 

I'm a sweat stained form, hunched lengthwise cross the floor
board wasteland, shakin' it's fuck life blues ... Wastin' wastin' away. 
I don't care no more, life's a floorboard dust devil wasteland: wide, 
misty and grey. An' it's cold, oh yeah! it's cold. I ride the timewaves 
li.ke a cut loose balloon, whipped around by the lazy wind. I cry 
and cry, and shut my eyes to life- but on, on it goes, 'cause it don't 
care. 

Man ... life don't care for me, an' I don't care for life. I jes' sitn' 
let that cold grey sweep my shiv'rin' shape, huddled and sweat 
stained, hummin' a nonsense blues. What stains that wide cold 
wasteland? What tears drip down a dirty chin. How far's it to that 
bloodied sunset? When's this long ride end? 

That was my violent heart breaking 
falling down the basement steps, 
essentially blood and clay. It was 
also the lie I never said, who cares 

about you, who cares, crumbling clay 
into the rug where you held me down 
and where you {so full of it) cried 
in the room that was the starting of Things. 

Nothing was classic, I'm afraid. No notary 
to notarize our bed, nothing, dear you . See, 
It wasn't as though I wanted to fall down 
and explode like a pistol on that rug. 

Dana Waldheim 
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Excuse Me ... 
Samuel J. Lovetro, Ill 

But didn't we meet somewhere before 
Like 4000 years ago in ancient Egypt 
When you were a queen 
Or something 
And I was a general or something 
We had a great love affair 
But like, a lot of people died because of us 
which made it even better 

A long time has passed 
You've lost the tan 
Our eyes meet and we relive the affair 
In a sideways glance 
Hear the cries of men 
My pulse races 
10,000 men 
Words fail 
Dying for us 

We both have partners 
There is no passion without blood 
I'll kill her. You kill him. 
There is no passion without blood 
I'll kill her. You kill him. 
10,000 men have died 
for us 
and now we are together again 
in spirit and flesh, fire and pain, blood-filled rain. 
Dirty clothes and detergent, 
we meet in a laundromat in upstate New York. 
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Frankenstien Was Ugly 
Catherine Cigna 

I search for you inside me
It's colder in there than 

it is 
outside these walls, 

these walls keep me in 
like those of my own 
that held a contradiction 
longer than I should have, holding you 
fighting myself, so you'd stay. 

I search for you inside me
I do not feel you there 

it's like 
you left soon after 
coming, and I barely knew, 

learned 
you were there, got use to. 
I don't mean between two bodies 

literally, 
the entering the coming the leaving-
I can handle that, get use to- I know 
things that good, end. I go into it 
fully educated. 
It's the searching for you somewhere when 
you weren't on my mouth as anything permanent 
and trying so hard to remember why 
you let me change my mind. 
I can only find you in things I don't recognize 
of me-but I can not remember your name 
anymore, your name as anything 
with mine. 
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And this girl next to me wears too much makeup
plastic hair, skin too pink. 
Nails paid for every single week. 

she don't She don't care about this class 
care that I'm walking outa here without you. 
And the woman before me is 
SCREAMING, Keats! 
Shelly's image 

See it? See it?! Literature has links. 
Just listen to the PASSION-
" .. of the wide world I stand alone, and think.:· 
All these people are nothing but seaweed, 
seaweed wrapped around my knees 

twisting and twisting, 

from diving without 
navigating, 

circulation is gone from beneath this skirt, 
and I am searching for you-

inside me 
in side me, 

Somewhere I know you are there, 
you made the difference, the unfamiliar 
from the me knew-
we' re talking about appetite 
just plain hungry in general. 
I know where we were 
and when, just about 
but I'm searching still, 
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while dead poets live on 
in the voice of this woman who 
remembers Keats quotes, and gets paid. 
" .. of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
till love and fame to nothingness do sink.:' 

yeah, and nothing do sink. 
and I don't see Shelly 

anywhere 
either. 
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"Relax" by Ken Skuse, 18"x11", Pen & Ink 
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CODA 
Jason Fox 

(Her painfully short blonde hair was mostly covered by a rough 
black hat. Her eyes were concealed behind sunglasses, and her 
collar was pulled way up, but you could see she had a good face. 
Her age was indeterminate, as was her expression.) 

Me: When does the next bus come? I need to get to work by ten. 
Is this one of the new routes that cost a dollar? 

Her: I don't know. 
Me: Do you take this bus often? What's your name? 
(Her mouth pulled in at the corners.) 
Her: Coda. 
Me: Excuse me? I didn't hear you ... the wind. 
Her: Coda. 
Me: An unusual name. 
(The bus came, and we got on.) 

(Next day:) 
Me: What, you missed the bus, too? 
Her: Could be. 
Me: Where do you go? 
Her: Home. 
Me: From where? 
Her: Here. 
Me: What do you do here? 
Her: Wait for the bus. 
Me: I mean, what do you do before you wait for the bus? 
Her: Take it here. 
Me: I mean, after that, and before you go home. 
Her: Will you shut up? 
(The bus came, and we got on.) 

(Next day:) 
Me: Hi. 
Her: 
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Me: Hello? 
Her: 
Me: What's the matter? 
Her: 

(Next day:) 
Me: Hi. 
Her: What do you want to know now7 
Me: What7 
Her: You're always asking questions. 
Me: Me7 
Her: Will you shut up7 
Me: I'm sorry. 
Her: Well, can I ask you questions? 
Me: I wish you would. 
Her: What is your favorite color? 
Me: Red. 
Her: What is the most beautiful thing you have ever seen7 
Me: I don't know. 
Her: Play by the rules. 
Me: Once I saw a very large, unbroken field. There were a few 

trees near the horizon, but the fences were buried under this endless 
blanket of sparkling, unmarked snow. There was a stirring at one 
spot, and a bit of snow puffed up, and standing in the center of 
the field I saw a small rodent of some sort, shaking the snow off 
its fur. It surveyed the world of white, with wonder in its eyes like 
that of a small child. It then walked away, out of sight, leaving a 
line of tracks weaving away, a lone line through the fresh snow. 

Her: What is your favorite novel? 
Me: War and Peace. 
Her: What color underwear are you wearing? 
Me: Beige. 
Her: Do mosquitoes like you7 
Me: Yes, and black flies. 

(Next day:) 
Me: Are you on your way home7 
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Her: Yes. 
Me: How long have you been at this bus stop7 
Her: Not long. 
Me: And before that, you took the bus here7 
Her: Yes. 
Me: How old are you7 
Her: Twenty-two. 
Me: How do you support yourself? 
Her: Invisible crutches. 

(Next day:) 
Me: 
Her: Hi. 
Me: 
Her: Hello? 
Me: 

(Next day:) 
Me: Don't you ever DO anything? 
Her: What7 
Me: You just come here, turn around, and go back. 
Her: Is that any way to start a conversation? 
Me: Play by the rules. 
Her: It's none of your business. 
Me: What is the most beautiful thing you have ever seen7 
Her: At the intersection from Route Seven to Main Street in Great 

Barrington, Massachusetts, there is a giant clock made out of red, 
white, and yellow flowers. Near three O'clock there is a dead plant. 
It is yellowed and scraggly. A snapdragon. The little snapdragon pods 
dropped little black seeds when you squeezed them. It stood out 
on the gaudy clock. 

Me: I have been there, and there is no clock. 
Her: Maybe it was Lennox. 

(Next day:) 
Me: I don't think it was Lennox either. 
Her: I don't think you saw a rodent in a snowfield. 
Me: I don't think your name is Coda. 

65 



/The bus came. We got on. She got off before me, as usual. It 
looked as if she had been crying when she got off, but it was pro
bably the wind. I haven't seen her since. 

She was right. I haven't ever seen a small rodent looking forlorn
ly over a white expanse of snow.) 

Coda Illustration by Hilaireen Schouten 
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Betty And Her Dog 
Catherine Cigna 

Betty, Betty is dull. 
See Betty's black rimmed glasses 
winged at the tips-
Denial. 
My mother didn't wear them. 
See Betty sit. 
Has a dog. Real black. 
Doesn't have eyes, camera 
was at a bad angle. 
Kind of hard to distinguish. 
Confusion. 
Have no idea who she is. 
Betty, Betty has no one. 
Doesn't have parents 
doesn't have kids 
doesn't have a job 
doesn't have a friend. 
She's just kind of, there. 
Photos don't say much. 
But Betty has a dog. 
Possibility. 
Maybe she did have someone, thing. 
TY. commercials with dogs take 
anywhere from twenty to fifty takes, 
Hear about it all the time, 
Dick Clarke and old friend Ed had 
a whole half of a show on it. 
Question. 
How did they get the dog to sit7 
Want to know who Betty is7 
Want to know who Betty is7 
See Betty dream, reads a lot. 
Everyone believes in fairy tales. 
Occasionally. 
Some people want to see if they're true. 
Betty hates frogs I bet. 
Bet she even shrieked at spiders. 
Betty needed a Prince. 
Betty has a dog. 
Nothing wrong in one kiss. 
All she got was a loud bark. 
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betty and her dog 
amy knorr 

i could have sworn i was falling asleep, in the dark on my side, but 
actually, i was standing in line, for what, i was unaware of. i was 
behind a long line of people, and tried to look ahead, to see what 
the people were doing at what appeared to be a ticket window. 
i figured i must be dreaming, but everything seemed so real, so real 
like things seem when you're six years old and your mother wakes 
you up because it's time to go home and you have to make your 
way out of the car, and you go home and fall asleep and you can't 
remember how you got home the next morning, i felt drunk. i felt 
i could fall over if i wasn't careful. i felt concentrated fear in the form 
of acid on my stomach walls, creeping up to my heart as the line 
got shorter. i had no idea of what i was going to do when i ap
proached the window. i was too weak and tired to try and leave, 
but then, perhaps i was only dreaming and would wake up before 
i reached the window. perhaps these things happen every night 
when we fall asleep, we leave our bodies and go to another life 
?n, perhaps, another planet somewhere distant. and every morn
ing when we awaken, we forget, and anything remembered is 
~emembered as a mere "dream". i got worried. i thought maybe this 
1s my parallel life, and if it is, what the hell is it? why am i in this 
line? am i some bum collecting unemployment in this life? only three 
people were ahead of me now. i strained my ears to hear what the 
others were asking, and their words were familiar, but incoherent. 
i tried to look into the eyes of those who were finished at the 
window, as they walked away from the line, trying to see whether 
or not we were supposed to be happy or upset about the fact that 
we're here at this place, standing in this line, but all their faces 
looked blank and avoided mine. it felt like i was six years old again 
and everyone else in the room were adults who hated children. the 
glare on the window prevented me from seeing what the clerk was 
doing for the person just in front of me. i stared at his blue shoulder 
until he turned and walked away. i stepped up to the window. 
smiling, i tell the man that i must have amnesia, because i can't 
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remember why, or how i got into this line, and asked for a phone, 
even though i knew there was no one i could call because i was 
dreaming, or i was in a parallel world. the man smiled at first, about 
to answer, when suddenly a black sign reading 'closed' falls over 
the window, and the lighting in the room clicks 2 shades dimmer, 
and i turn around, everyone behind me is sneering at me, and i get 
the impression that i am to blame for some terrible occurrence. i am 
responsible for all the angry faces and the black sign. they walk 
towards the door and there are so many of them, and i walk towards 
the door also. i walk with them feeling awkward, because i am not 
with them, i am not part of them. there is a grey membrane that 
separates me from them and they are all part of one big thing that 
is prominent in this parallel world. it looks very much like it will rain 
outside, but how could it? it doesn't seem real, it seems like a stage 
setting, like the set of 'the wizard of oz' the clouds above are very 
dry and i do not know where i am going. i don't know what i am 
wearing and i'm too terrified to look. the others know where they 
are going and they all quickly get there, leaving me alone on the 
artificial street. it rains but the rain is not wet, it is tinsil and i know 
my hair couldn't have frizzed. i glance at my feet-i'm wearing old 
brown buckle-shoes and am frightened by the fact that my pants 
are lim~reen. and i could have sworn i was at home, going to sleep, 
but now i find myself here, and i hate it here. perhaps i'm insane. 
after all, reality is in the mind of the beholder. i could be crazy and 
the world i used to know was probably some psychotic creation . 
maybe i'm an old woman that sits on park benches, and everytime 
i thought i was talking to someone else, i was really talking to myself, 
and people walked by me and laughed. and i am grateful for the 
fact that i continue to walk, and not fall over and remain paralyzed 
on the sidewalk that isn't really wet. suddenly i find myself drawn 
to this little green house with black shutters, the next thing i know, 
i am knocking on the door, for a moment, i can see the face of the 
woman who answers the door, but then it vanishes, there is a 
maroonish-grey cloud hiding it, and the floors in the house are all 
at a slant, and i hear a dog's bark clapping all around. deep inside, 
i know i am believing that this is dreaming, and it happens every 
night and when i wake up i won't remember any of this,i'II just wake 
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up, and if i remember anything, i'II remember having a dream of 
walking down the street in the rain, and a green house and the 
rain wasn't really wet. then i wonder if i've died. i could be in an 
in between house, where they decide if you're going to heaven of 
if you're going to hell. i haven't been a holy person, i was an artist, 
and i was very critical of other people's work. and i didn't believe 
in jesus christ. i created my own religion, and if we were all meant 
to believe in jesus christ, does that mean that all jews and buddists 
and hinduists will go to hell? there is no hell. no-i know i haven't 
died. time has elapsed and the rain has gone and i'm sitting on the 
steps to this house with this dog. people walk by and purple clouds 
hide their faces. laughter ricochets around the pavement and i 
wonder what it's coming from. "there's betty and her dog .. :· two 
laughing girls say as they pass me by. i feel very tired and it is 
getting late. i lean my head on the railing and suddenly start for
getting, and i know something but i can't think of it and it gets 
brighter and i keep forgetting and it's getting darker and i know 
if i thought hard enough i could remember but i'm too tired to do 
that. my eyes are closed and i see light through the blood in my 
eyelids, and i think i've made it back to my world, from the dream, 
able to remember, and i think i can just open my eyes and awaken 
feeling a new understanding, and i feel safe now, but suddenly, i 
fall back into a· black abyss, and i know i must lie here while 
something i can't understand comes over me, and later, my eyes can 
open. 
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I Haven't Found It Yet 
M~lonu A. Crout 

There's no floor 
to keep me standing 
only a ceiling 
to keep me from floating, moving up 
the door stays shut 
open to those who can get my lock 

What about the space beneath me 
sometimes, someone's there 
standing with me 
the walls want to cave in 
the ceiling keeps them in tact 

What's left is still the 
darkness below me 

Other beings have movement 
conversation aloud allows 
them to be in action, free 

(stuck, baby, stuck) 

If there was stability 
where would I be now? 

alone again 
used up by a convenience 
of being there, or nowhere 

As it seems 
why is the assinity so popular 
along with the moronality 
and the idiotism 
so frequent among the race 
that leaves me in a state of pisstivity 

None of this will keep me 
in a stand above 
a space that has no meaning 
I want the profanity 
that comes with the obscure 
that; may fill my space 
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